10                  MY CHILDHOOD

me as an absolute stranger.    Her very frock was un-
familiar to me.

More than once grandmother said to her softly,
"Varia, won't you have something to eat?"

My mother neither broke the silence nor stirred
from her position.

Grandmother spoke to me in whispers, but to my
mother she spoke aloud, and at the same time cau-
tiously and timidly, and very seldom. I thought she
was afraid of her, which was quite intelligible, and
seemed to draw us closer together.

"Saratov!" loudly and fiercely exclaimed my mother
with startling suddenness. "Where is the sailor?"

Strange, new words to me!    Saratov?    Sailor?

A broad-shouldered, gray-headed individual dressed
in blue now entered, carrying a small box which grand-
mother took from him, and in which she proceeded to
place the body of my brother. Having done this she
bore the box and its burden to the door on her out-
stretched hands; but, alas! being so stout she could
only get through the narrow doorway of the cabin
sideways, and now halted before it in ludicrous uncer-
tainty.

"Really, Mama!" exclaimed my mother impa-
tiently, taking the tiny coffin from her. Then they
both disappeared, while I stayed behind in the cabin
regarding the man in blue.sed eyes, she appeared to       the
